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THE SEA _ [Part One] 


Islands and the sea 
always speaking.... 


... you? 


The sea is never silent, always moving, never still 

The sea, like a hive of bees -- is one 

Unceasing movement, bright surge of nothing, 

Changes crowding change, all here and now; 

Bright perishing of emptiness reborn -- 

Glittering blue of the water, gold of the sun, 

Oracular rose of sea foam 

Dissolving into chains of froth: sea foam, sea-borne, 
and the sea scum. 


Sea wind around us, and the smells of the rising tide, 

And in the bright heat, in the early part of day, 

We went. The sun was high above, too hot and bright 

Before too long. Glittering blue of the water; glare of day. 

And very often it was painful to look at. 

I winced and squinted at the water, 

As though into a furnace, more than once. 

And some of us went nearly blind; our eyes were like grey 

stones. 

Reddish purple and brown splotches were on our necks and 
faces 

And on the back sides of our hands. 

These too were from the sun. 


The water calm at first, the sun shined down 
Into the small pond of the ocean; the water flat and still. 
The sea was like a small glass bowl, 


Or like a shallow pool, with clear and blue-green water. 


The sun could shine straight down to the gold bottom. 
The shadow of our ship flowed across gold ribs of sand. 
Bright water burned; the steady welding torch of sun. 
We rowed on molten glass; mirror-like tin flash. 
Water-sparks leaping from our oars. 


In increments, like a tiny water-bug, our one ship crossed 
The stillness and the silence of the burning sea. 

Multiple Deities, O placid gods -- 

There were no ripples where we went, immeasurable. 
We made no fissure in the molten glass ahead 

And left no mark upon the still, cooled pane behind. 


We rowed until night came, and then we rowed some more. 
My mind was blank that first day and first night. 
The angel of self-creation gave me rest. 


Night came with flocks of stars low over us, 

The mathematical diagrams of the many constellations. 
Our minds returned with darkness and with cooler air. 
How often I had been out on the open sea before, 

Yet everything was changed this time. The stars 

Were startling, so numerous, precise and clear, 

Like tiny lights along some black and overhanging coast. 
I thought of stepping stones 

Which led beyond the edge of the known world. 

So many chains of stars, the gods’ necklaces. 

The sky was velvet black, 

So deep, cavernous and high, 

Wide to the black horizons we no longer saw. 

We were so totally alone. I couldn't tell 

If I had closed my eyes 

Or had them open still, 

Except for these small sea marks of light, 


These miles of sparks from some coal half burnt up. 
I felt that I could lift my hands 

And reach to touch each one of them. And Idas 
Tried this once, leaving his station in the oars. 

The others knocked his balance with their rowing. 
He stumbled, fell -- his dark form rearing up 

Then plopping sideways down like a big sack. 

The others laughed; I laughed. But since 

He'd only done what I had thought to do, 

I couldn't laugh too much. 


The sea was like an eye, closed on itself in the dark 


SAIGON 


Images of the fall of Saigon: the man dangling from the 
helicopter runners, the man punched in the face 
clawing his way onto a cargo plane 


Liberation of Saigon, how well we remember: the Saigon 
women, the tree lined boulevards, wrought iron of 
the old hotels French doors with tiny balconies, 
stone urns along the sidewalks the markets selling 
vegetables and fruit, the fragmentation grenade one 
day the men with no legs on wheeled boards the 
women slim and shapely almost doll-like wrought 
iron fences around balconies 


Wind blowing, white urns with nothing in them Traffic 
released from its starting gate, the street vibrating 

Cargo plane over head cannot be heard, its dark green 
fuselage looks charred in the sunlight that is 
bursting through clouds like the geodesic dandelion 
puff inside an ice cube 

It is a new day, no one slept the night before, a night with 
sounds like corrugated tin being ripped, a night with 
sounds like a steer being slaughtered 
The air traffic is heavier now, the planes overhead 
are like swarms of bees increasing, the helicopters 
are monstrous dragon flies, unaccustomed shadows 
are wiped over streets and building sides 


The city is being squeezed and kneaded, throbbing. Ragged 
crowds were hemorrhaging down the wider 
boulevards each person shape waving an invisible 
ticket holding it up as though to keep it dry 


Yet on one street, sudden rains blow through the sides of 
five palm trees that flash the bone structure of 
chicken wings or dried fish 


The trees are like people partially erased by snow sprays 
from a fire hose, protesting loudly, open mouthed, 
shoved backward, blowing off like pieces of roofing 
A Chinese-made tank has set itself across a street 
entrance like a headstone over an open grave, ink is 
being poured into the sky 


Crowds down on the street, evacuated high school seen 
from a roof, it is night, it is day 


Bonfires are lit somewhere in the sky, buildings are crying 
out only a few blocks north 


Sunrise sunset broils in the heavens, yellow light, blood 
juice clouds 


The helicopter is black then green, light darkens somehow: 
tachycardia stethoscope air, pummeling air, throat 
tightening shadows, suffocating wind wash 

Strobe light blades enforcing crouched abasement, 
scurrying What will happen next, you are 
wondering 


We rode out into the desert and the hills were black coals 
burning against a cyanide sky 

The sands were opening pages and were closing pages, 
endless, yet we still rode on 


NIGHT IN LOS ANGELES 


Night in Los Angeles. Blue dust 

beneath a street light, 

a parking lot, dim apartment cubes. 

yellow light floods 

the courtyard. It is Western and La Cienega. 


Further out, traveling. East Los Angeles. 

Black palm trees, breeze touches them, torments them. 
Breeze works through black crowns 

like fingers through a woman’s hair, 

though not the hair of her head. 

Lightning bolt sky with no lighting. 

Rain flood street with no rain. 

Hurricane warning with no hurricane. 


A car parked in front of the sand colored cubes. 
windows dark, and a hailstone 

like a burnt light bulb 

fallen from the sky some days ago 

preserved in this plastic bag 

by a special dispensation of the gods. 


Flame like a gunshot. Spider web cracks 

ring the dark bullet hole. A halo feels for a face, 
first a chin, then a forehead. A second face 

sips at the light’s straw. The circle of light 

is a nipple sucked by two heads. 

Two trees rise up through the earth of two spines. 
Eyes open wider and eyes within eyes open. 
The night is peeled back from the night. 

Stars fix themselves into their final shapes. 

It is a storm night. Pale moonrise sky. 

Moon veined like a fetus’ head. 


So then out. They are going around 

two wash buckets of light 

pour out their soap rainbows before the car. 

Four legs stripe their way through. 

In the sky the Milky Way 

is pouring out its seeds of infinite blackness. 

In the sky the clouds, like used movie tickets, 

are torn in two by infinite invisible hands. 

On the earth men are torn in two 

by infinite invisible hands, by finite and visible ones. 


Carlos and Eduardo have faces. 

See them in this bouquet of white blue light. 

Carlos and Eduardo have faces. see them 

in this biopsy of space/time. See the faces 

of Carlos and Eduardo covered by these two cloths. 


Chad and Jim have faces have hands 

have holsters have regulation side arms. 

See Chad and Jim stilled in their darkly jeweled rhomboid. 
Threads of light, 

looped and tied into knots on a screen. 

The map of Los Angeles 

marks it like a sweat stain. 

Chirpy voices, very normal and calm, 

spray invisible lighter fluid onto dim coals. 

Third degree burns, car oven doors. 


Two friends of Carlos and Eduardo 

those who have just stepped through the wash of light 

are coming closer. They approach from behind 

like the past itself. The past was the entire previous world; 
therefore they are the entire previous world coming back. 
They become each others shadows, now 

The twig of their feet splits apart 


into two leaves. Two leaves still adhering to the branch 
blown by an invisible wind 


Chad and Jim watch the street 

with their eyes and with their ears. 

But They hear night around them 

with their skin. In their wallets 

there are various pictures. Their wallets 

have more pictures than they have money. 

Their pockets have more keys than they have coins. 
But the past that is coming toward them 

does not care about this. 

The past that is coming toward them 

approaches from two directions. 

The past that is coming toward them 

approaches sometimes walking sometimes running 
sometimes it makes itself small 

and is a small dark globe 

made of shadow and blood mixed, hardened; 
sometimes it is tall and thin, like a razor opened up. 
Sometimes it crawls on its stomach 

like the original serpent in the garden 

at the beginning of the world. 


Many things in the world happen by chance 
but some things do not happen by chance. 
Many things in the world happen by fate, 

but some things do not happen by fate. 

Many things in the world happen for a reason, 
but some things do not happen for a reason. 


A slammed car door 

chopping off time like fish’s head. 
light corroded darkness. 

Light fizz around burnt cubes 

just past the giant pineapples. 


Headdress of Montezuma. 
Crown of the jaguar king. 


There are blue shoulders swinging 

and wading through. A gun fits into a holster 
like a man into a woman. 

There is the awkward wag of a riot stick. 
There is the weight of your whole belt 

like wading in waist high water, 

the current pushing you just slightly. 


Torches drawn and automatics drawn 

and hidden behind the hip. Courtyard light 

cut. Voices still. A quick scattering of steps 

like pinecones falling through branches. 

Both torches lit are like roach feelers touching at walls. 
A blind man’s fingers feeling over a face. 

They point v-ing in at the base of a large shrub 

it is starkly illuminated like an internal organ. 

Bristling in bright existence. 


The human voice, when transmitted over electronic 
networks, 

is a kind of stain. Voice stains on the night’s window. 

Light windows slide on the surface of the night’s bubble. 

Light doors and two men standing in them. 


Who the fuck what I don know I don’t know 

I don’t know look there yeah yeah shit you fuck 
where the fuck over there see him see him watch out 
stay there I'll go around watch by those windows 
anybody home I this fuckin place son of a bitch 

yes yes yes all right big man who are you 

look get down what’s that nothing fuck you nothing 
who the fuck look man Jim yeah I’m over here 


A brown starfish the size of a man 

is caught in a light pool writhing leisurely 

trying to awaken from the longest sleep of all 

or from the second longest sleep 

every starfish has a man in it who is trying to awaken 


Who’s that fucker skeekin around out there 
call for back up what is that crack some kind a 


The badge lies on the chest as a bullet lies in the palm of 
the hand 


The star fish rises and becomes a man 

a man stands up and breaks through the light 

the light egg wobbles and sweeps out over shelves and wall 
posters 

there is a shot 

and then a second shot tears the room’s dust rag, rips it 


Fuck man where the fuck who the fuck 
cop piece a shit pig piece a shit shut up ok Jim Jim 


A torch swims wildly through the night like a sperm cell 
A third shot 


Carlos and Eduardo, see their pictures 
fluttering down on top of Chad and on top of Jim 


four legs move silently around. they take the man who had 
risen up 


he is still alive, they take him. 


Fukushima Earthquake and Tsunami, 2011 


This is the town of Yamadamachi. The white apartment 
blocks, five stories high, stand in a landscape that is 
smoking like a bed of ashes. The streets have been 
wiped out by the waves of the tsunami, the flood 
has scoured the landscape like an acid bath across a 
metal surface, leaving only a corroded face with 
white chips of small cars here and there. A hazy 
smoke of dull orange rises from several points in 
vague cones, in the background there is a crust of 
smaller roofs under a chalky and dim white fog. 
There are no people anywhere. 


The next photo shows the town of Minamisanriku, where 
10,000 people have simply vanished. 


There is a group of apartment buildings in a residential area 
of about one mile square — home to thousands of 
people, but now completely empty. The people 
themselves are gone, no one knows what happened 
to them. The entire surface of the earth around the 
buildings is washed over with a flow of mud and 
debris -- one sees gray shards of talc here and there, 
which are the smaller buildings scattered around. 
They all lie in the bend of a river, but here there is 
no longer any distinction between river and land, all 
boundaries have been clawed back into the ocean. A 
huge oxide stain the color of rotted pumpkin 
occupies the right lower corner of the picture; it is 
the remnant of a road, but now there are no roads 
leading anywhere. 


In a third photo, a middle aged couple are standing in a 
field. Shards of bright blue water can be seen in the 
background. It is an almost inexplicable picture. 
The tidal waves caught up huge amounts of grass 
and weeds, winding it all into matted balls and 
swept them over the surface of the land. The couple 
are standing near a large bale of hay -- but this hay 
is much thicker and heavier than any actual hay, it 
is like a bale of rotted rope the color of manila 
paper -- somehow speared through diagonally with 
several logs, and with part of an aluminum light 
pole, now twisted and broken in half; on one side, 
sheets of aluminum are crammed into the 
arrangement, as though some garage siding had 
been crumpled, in the way that a child might 
crumple a candy bar wrapper, and then shoved into 
the bale's cheek. 


The man is bent over, his hands on both his knees, as 
though someone had punched him in the stomach; 
the woman, in a white quilted winter coat, is 
looking away in no particular direction; she draws 
both wrists up to her face, weeping, her eyes closed. 
Around them are three rescue workers, tough men, 
veterans, who have just told them that their 18 year 
old daughter is dead. One of the men, older, with 
glasses, looks down at the ground, his mouth 
slightly open. He does not know what to say. 


JASON AND MEDEA 


We rose and left the fire where it was 

and went out through the back door. 

The frame was still there though the door itself 

was gone --- dirt floor and deep shadows, 

bales of hay and hanging gear, the horses were asleep, 

walked down the narrow path between the stalls 

and in the moonlight the hay looked strange. 

There was a hole in the barn roof 

that you could see right up through. 

Stars of the cool October sky, she raised her shirt, 

the heavy flannel work shirt that she wore 

to show me where the horse had nipped her 

on her back, I pretended I could see 

and kissed her there; she gave a little shiver 

and smiled back at me, and we went out through the door 

and toward the apple orchard. We walked among the apple 

trees. 

Windfalls were on the ground, the sweet cold scent, 

the frost was in the air; the night would be very cold. 

Earlier by the bonfire she had looked at me through the 
flames. 

That was when I knew she was a witch, that was 

when I knew that she had done something to my mind. 

The fire became strange colors, and there were faces 

in the colors, sounds came from them -- from their eyes 

which opened wider wider, stretched to become mouths 

and the mouths were crying out. The fire was crying 

with its rush of voices, like when cattle or horses are 

frightened 


or like when they slaughter pigs. Then, as we walked on 

through the orchard’s trees, she slipped her hand into mine. 

My body tingled and began to stir. She brushed against me. 

Then she made me stop. My heart was pounding, 

and her mouth was open and very soft and full, 

wider it opened like the faces in the fire 

and then her face was like that -- stretching wider 

like a smoke ring, and it swallowed me, 

I fell into the opening in her face. I knew 

I was on the ground. I felt the grass, and then 

it wasn’t grass, it was her body under me. 

More spaces opened, fields and warm melting snow, 

I was the dream the snow dreamed as it melted, 

mine was the hand it dreamed whose fingers scored 

insignia of time and darkness into it as the many faces that 
it also held 

called out beneath us, crystalline voices of the earth, 

light of the fallen realms -- journeying, transformed -- 

arms that were wrapped around me became 

branches gathering the wind I was, 

rising within me were smaller branches still. 

I was their leaves and then the children crying through the 

falling flakes, 

gold and yellow, burning them in piles in the amber light, 

dissolving in the forest pools of moss and loam, 

these were the leaves and yet we tread them down 

in piles and piles, swimming through them, 

raising ourselves higher, falling back 

as though through waterfalls -- the whirl-pooled light, 

the apples dropping with soft knocks on the door of the 
orchard grass 

let us in mother legs around me and the dark opening 

what would this lead to I was wondering fearing 

what could it lead to? yet I did not stop 

Eyes through darkness calling me 

mouths that were like wounds ears that were hearing us 


an eating away of history from within 
sexual desire is evil then I knew, it is the source of 
falsehood 
Walking back toward the fires afterward 
her moving somewhat ahead of me then off to one side a bit 
stars were so numerous, some falling through wicker 
treetops 
as we moved through the last arcade, the fires up ahead 
I moved off to the left and she the opposite way 
joining her people somewhere in the dark 
camped out along the slope, moving shapes past the fire’s 
hollow 


II 


And then I thought, my god I have blood on my hands, my 

children's blood. I thought, /'m insane, I thought, Time has 

stopped. The world is charcoal. 

THERE OVER THERE WHERE THERE SEE NO 

IN THE DARK THERE IN THE DARK DO YOU SEE 

I HEAR HER NOW VERY SOFT HEAR YES HEAR 

YES 

The light is so hard; I don't want to see it. The world is 
ashes. 

I can't take it. The sky is so blue. I'll hang myself. 

The chafe of the rope around my neck, that's what I want 
now. 

I thought then, I've been dead for so long. When will I 

wake? 

Is this the rest of my life? My face is the sun, a black sun. 

A rope. 

I don't need it. I'm Medea STOP I'm a queen STOP 


SHE STANDS UP. SHE ENTERS TOWARD THE 
OTHERS AS MEDEA. 
I'm in love with the underworld. Dark waters are rising to 
greet me. 
CHILDLESS NOW I REIGN IN THE DARKNESS, 
HUSBANDLESS NOW 
I REIGN IN THE DARKNESS, ALONE NOW I 
REIGN IN THE DARKNESS 
Where is my husband? where is Jason? With his new bride 
I was his bride. No longer. There’s a message. 
Bring me the mirror. This is not Medea. 
Will you read the message Lady? Read it for me nurse. 
What does it say? 
Leave our country on pain of death. How can this be? 
JASON. PROJECTION: NIGHT SKY-LINE OF 
MAJOR CITIES 
Jason. Woman why do you weep? What should I do? 
I have arranged for you to be sheltered here seven days, 
both you and your children. 
This is not shelter. Outside there is only the sea. 
Across the sea is my home. How can I get there? 
You have seven days. Jason why do you not love me? 
A voice of sorrow is not pleasing. 
Do you not remember? My body was once your desire. 
My body was once your ladder. Rung by rung you climbed 
up. 
Now you kick me away. That was before. 
Yes, and who is she? Nothing is gained in this way. Seven 
days. 
JASON EXITS FROM MEDEA AND ENTERS 
TOWARD CREON. 
You have spoken with this woman? I have explained. She 
appreciates your generosity. 
Well she should. Seven days is a long time to shelter 
an alien woman of doubtful character, about whom there 
are strange rumors, 


and her children as well, all of them burdens upon our 
treasury. 
Your affairs are going well? They go very well. I have high 
prospects. 
Our daughter is most happy. Lady, why this crying? 
What will become of Medea? What will become of her 
children? 
MEDEA ENTERS TOWARD CREON. Creon, you must 
give me asylum. 


Seven days. And after that? What will I do? 

We have other concerns. As it is we are being generous. 

I am a reasonable man, and patient, but there are limits 

to everything. We cannot tolerate foreigners in our realm, 

especially those skilled in the arts of witchcraft. 

Not that I give credence to such nonsense. I pride myself 

on my rationality. But you should take this as a warning: 

We have reason to suspect you of subversion against our 

state. 

What is your witchcraft, really? It is some kind of spying, 

primitive perhaps by our standards, but spying nonetheless. 

Be advised woman, it was only at the pleading of your 
former husband 

that I did not have you and your children thrown into the 

sea 

with stones around your necks. Be advised. 

Quit our shores in seven days, or that is what awaits you. 

THE NIGHT. HER MOUTH WHISPERING. HER 

PERFUME.HER SOUNDS IN THE DARK ROOM. I 

was thinking in the dark where am I 

IN THE DARKNESS where is this place 

IN THE SILENCE 

and the snow falling outside ON AND ON AND ON 

A SMALL TABLE WITH BOTTLES OF WHISKEY, 

PILLS, A VANITYAND SMALL DOLLS AND 

CANDLES. MEDEA DRINKING AND TAKING 


PILLS. SHE BEGINS PLAYING WITH THE DOLLS. 
A BROKEN-DOWN STARLET IN THE OLD 
HOLLYWOOD TRADITION 
My children...I’ve seen you before. You’re not real. 
I’m Medea. I’m the Wicked Witch of the West. 
I know you. I know you. I know who you are. But I never 
really 
knew what I wanted, what I was doing. It wasn’t 
really...me -- sounds so stupid. 
I’m so messed up. You know it was just this thing, some 
women, 
they like it, they get into it, they can do all this mother 
stuff. 
It doesn’t bother them, I guess. I must be so drunk. O 
Jason.... 
I must be so, so drunk. And I really didn't think I would. 
It was there in the fridge, the bottle. But I was going to 
pour it 
down the sink. I was. I really really was. I mean I was 
absolutely. STOP ME 
I had absolutely no intention of drinking it. 
I didn’t even want to, but every time I thought of pouring it 
out 
I thought "yeah, sure. Fine. I will, but not just right now." 
I’d just gotten up, you know, so -- fine, ok, and then 
a little while later I thought STOP ME Yes well it was 
when 
I first met him, and I was so messed up. Xanax. Valium. 
The doctor wouldn't give me anymore. Halcyon. 
The bird of chemical paradise spread its wings above me. 
The sunset was blood crimson streaming around the entire 
earth. 
The stars were like the sparks from a coal when you blow 
on it. 
The earth was a coal going white. And it was winter, and I 
waited for him. 


I couldn't help it. And the male arrogance was just like 
dripping off him, 
and I loved him, I hated him, I wanted him over and over. I 
couldn't help it. 
I must be so loaded... don't even remember really, but the 
idea must have been there. 
I didn't know it was. I really didn't. It wasn't like -- "yeah 
I'm thinking of that, 
I know that I am, it's in the back of my mind," or, you 
know, maybe not even that, 
in the corner of my mind or somewhere. It wasn't even that. 
It was just invisible. 
It was an absolutely invisible presence in my mind, 
like the way they say radiation is -- you can't see it, smell it, 
taste it, nothing, 
but it's there. And so you know I don't have a mind really to 
be out of: 
I have different minds. They come and go like weather. 
They're just floating around inside you. You can't get a fix 
on them. 
That's the whole problem really. Stop me. HER BODY 
SEETHED WITH HEAT. MADDENED BY THE FIRE 
THAT POSSESSED HER, SHE ROLLED IN THE 
BLACK DUST OF THE COAL CELLAR, 
SOAKED HERSELF IN A VAT OF ICE, HUNG 
HERSELF FROM A HOOK IN THE MEAT 
COOLER. SHE TORE THE CLOTHES FROM HER 
BODY AND RAN THROUGH THE STREETS 
NAKED. SHE STUFFED FLIES AND SPIDERS IN 
HER MOUTH, TRIED TO CHEW ON STONES, 
URINATED ON THE KITCHEN FLOOR AND 
LICKED IT UP. 
And I always kept thinking, I remember the night, I kept 
thinking 
the coals in the fire are like me -- ashes, I’m ashes. On my 
skin. 


If you blow it off me, the fire glows underneath. My love, 
my love, my love -- 

how I hate you. I wish you’d come back to me. I love you. 

[she picks up another doll] I love you. I have to touch you. 

[she begins melting the doll in a candle] I have to poison 
you my loves 

I’m Medea, mistress of poisons, poisoning herself. 


Ihave to. 
I don’t have a choice. The script is already written; I can’t 
help it. 
O Jason, my love...you were my whole...you were 
everything. 


I loved fucking you. There's nothing I can do. I'm alone. 
You're never so alone as when you have children. They 
don't help. 
They make it worse. I can't do anything for them. It’s the 
best way. 
It's...it's worse than anything I ever would have thought. 
I thought of it again, and I thought "yeah, sure, in a minute. 
I’m making a cup of tea now, or I’m cleaning, 
or I have to make a phone call, and then 
I completely forgot about it. And then I had to go out 
to the store, and then after a while I came back. 
I was sitting there. And then I’d opened the bottle stop me 
stop yourself No give me back my death, my children’s 
death. 
I don’t want them to live. Living is terrible. 
PROJECTION: THE TAROT VII OF SWORDS 
I was Ophelia, the one the stream could not hold up, 
the prostitute, the whore, yes, that’s what I was, 
I see it very clearly now, I was the one with her wrists slit 
open, 
with her head in the oven, I was the one with the overdose, 
my hero was heroin -- snow, whitest snow was on my lips. 
I was Snow White. And now I’m still freezing Huddled in 
the twilight 


so cold I’m so cold without my blood. Searching for the 
day 
But yesterday, I made a breakthrough. Yesterday 
I stopped torturing myself, murdering myself. When will it 
come 
I am alone now, I am alone with my legs, with my breasts, 
with my cunt. I break through the walls of my prison -- 
the chair, the table, the bed. I annihilate the battlefield 
that my home always was. Yes, I’m done with it. 
I pull down the door so the wind can come in The empty 
night wind 
Come on, blow winds, blow all the recipes all over the 
place, 
the dish towels, the diapers, the condoms. I break through 
all of my limits. 
I smash all the windows. [She overturns the vanity. ] 
Take the locks from the doors, take the doors from their 
jambs. 
And then HA, for my absolute masterpiece, I with my 
bloody hands, 
you know, as though I’d just gotten through with a chicken, 
or a turkey, 
a Thanksgiving turkey I had to rip open, put breadcrumbs 
in place of its guts, 
oh yes, that was me; often I looked down at my bloody 
hands, 
dishwashing soapy hands, I thought -- this, this is my life — 
but now, 
with my blood-stained hands I rip up the photos of the men 
I have loved 
[photos of various men are ripped] 
who have fucked me here, fucked me there, on the bed, on 
the table, 
on the floor, against the wall. I set fire to the walls of my 
prison 
[about to set fire to photos] 


-- no, that’s wrong, I was my prison. And so now, now -- I 
set fire... to...myself. 
OPHELIA WALKS OFF IN HER SHROUD. 
[She is naked] 
Do not think you see pages burning. You see celebration. 
Now you see the invisible words, the indelible words. 
Written in the air 
In the water In the earth Written in fire. 
Don’t think you see paper burning. You see celebration. 
Terminal city. I was staggering around the terminal city 
where light is entombed, 
the coffins of light standing up along the sky line. The 
terminal city. 
I was out there, the fire gleams of the distant street lights on 
the roads. 
Lost, as I knelt on the pavement. Medea was searching for 
her dead children 
in the dust of the city. And there was this -- for some reason 
it struck me so funny -- 
there was a single tree rising up through this grating in the 
sidewalk. 
I was so drunk I sort of latched onto it. The yellow dry 
leaves trembled 
in the breeze. Cars of adolescents hurtled down the dark 
streets. 
There were voices calling out to me. I couldn’t see from 
where: 
Hey lady, give ya 20 bucks for a blow job. Medea, 
you have inhaled the white smoke of autumn. Fires 
consume the fallen leaves. 
Leaves bearing the blood stains of lost children. 


THE SEA [again] 


And yet once there was a mountain here, 

but the deep green hidden somewhere 

in the depths of the sky diluted it, 

like a tablet lost in water. The purple glacier melted then, 
and the ground was left a thin crust 

over the blue wells reaching far 

down into the magnetized heart 

where heaviness evaporates 

and lightness grows upward into us 

like the sap into the flowering trees, 

crystalline demarcations were no longer 

seen or felt amid the growing stems 

within you, more light and clear than roots, in the water 
where you gather luminous transformations, 
although softly and in half-forgotten secrecy. 
Roots of the birds’ song reach so far 

into the depths of the morning -- 

sun-threads; and the print of darkness 

fades into an unwritten white radiance. Fathom-suns, 
the stars, through the concave glass of dawn 
burn through layers of time, and into us, 

though only this one, the darkest, breaks through 
to these definitive constructions. 

In the morning very early, therefore, 

or sometimes late at night 

after floral explosions and the torch-lit barges 
along onyx colored water in the canals 

the light has a special glamour, owing 

to its scarcity and to its elusive shape. 

But even in the middle of the busy urban day 
there is a deep and superficial abandonment 

to this splendor pouring so freely over us, 


a burning book of so many pages 
which then seem absolutely blank 
except for an infinitesimal script 
you never can really decipher, scarcely even see, 
the multi-leaved, the silent codex of enigmas, 
dim presentiments spread so widely around 
that you feel sucked outward like a sponge 
into the dry crackings of the world, 
the desert of abundance draining you more and more. 
And yet is it really enough? And is it really? 
(This whispered abroad so often now 
and into so many corners of your mind -- 
that is to say your boredom -- as to 
become a news story in its own right, 
the report of residual enchantment 
a merely technical feat in some cases, 
an ethical conundrum, or a curiosity perhaps, 
in others.) 
This was where the landscape ended 
and yet the map continued, creating 
a kind of alternative sense organ, a mode 
of knowledge incommensurable with the disposition 
of the world -- or so we came to call it -- stray rags 
of space, the furniture of day and night, 
the light-streaked corridors of deepest dark, 
the urban dispensation, long galleries 
of meticulous observation, of a lordly and blonde disdain, 
(so common) there where the others, the folded ones 
have slipped between the parted cracks of draperies, 
parting themselves so many times, folding 
and refolding, becoming more numerous, 
usurping light, allowing just a blade of it 
to bisect space-time around the muslin tailor’s dummy 
in the attic room -- dust-light incision 
in the sepia dimness, pentecostal mute abandonment 
amid dust and silence and forgotten implements, 


feathery circumcision revealing not flesh 

but only more woven cloth where yet the faces 

of the long-sought-for-one rise to the surface 

like blood stains through a bandage, teeming 

and archaic images, face upon face upon face. 

Yet where are these others taking us? And when? 

Thus the ochre cube of the paint store in the evening light 

with so many bottles smashed in its parking lot 

or the yellow structure off to the east just past the airfield 

that you notice, quite by chance at take-off 

and recognize -- somehow, and instantly -- as a prison, 

just briefly from the window of the plane. 

The empty sunlight fills the emptiest places of the city 

with a blade-like clarity, with a special sheen 

filled with the enigma of time and chance and fate; 

emptiest places, yes, and yet not deserted, 

for there are others here, and there, -- perhaps some follow 

you 

as you walk out further toward the limits of the city, 

there by the railroad tracks in the silence and dry heat, 

the desert haunted, prairie-scented wind 

that feels like a hair drier blowing straight into your face, 

where gypsum stones burn with a whitened clarity 

and the spilled oil smear is mesmerizing in its luminous 

black. 

They follow you, it’s true, yet still you are quite alone; 

the bright sun weighing slowly its pensive thought 

of your imminent or eventual effacement, 

your shadow, wafer-like then spreading, lengthening with 
time, 

broken across two glittering hot rails shining bluely in the 
light 

like the wings of horseflies, your shadow-gait unsteady, 

interrupted by the wooden ties, an inebriated mathematician 

who counts and counts and counts, yet 

whose inspiration bends two steel parallels 


toward a distant meeting in the immaterial future, 
blurred there up ahead with light itself, with shimmering 
heat and day. 
And yet however far you walk, you always must return, 
coming back 
toward the stucco cubes, the brick walls edged with 
cement -- 
the sidewalk, as it’s called, the traffic flowing past 
with its aluminum malevolence and speed, 
the goalpost-like sign, the right triangle of steel cable 
connecting the Calvary-haunted wounded and hacked 
telephone pole to a rectangle of steel plate set into the tree 
bairm -- 
curves and triangles of the city streets, the routes of days 
and nights. 
But none of this can happen without the blackened earth 
burnt like a nearly charred potato skin, flaking, warping, 
like burnt parchment, like a fragrant newsprint, 
the recently exhumed from fire and ash, 
marked by the metal grating, an invisible hand, 
merely a shadow perhaps, taking it up, 
then dropping it. Yet what does it profit a man? 


HAITI 


A portal in the air opens and I look down from 40,000 feet, 
the ocean lies far beneath, a bright slate green, and 
a few ships the size of pin heads, each one with a 
white thread behind it, and we descend in layers of 
air, in gigantic stair steps 


The Caribbean Sea, crossed and re-crossed with 
instruments and symbols, sea crowded with history 
and with voices slashing like knives, knives of metal 
and of parchment and paper 


And now it is the provincial capital and we are watching 
the sun sink down into the ocean, in the slanted light 
in the courtyards the images are arriving, stone lions 
shaken from the great hive of the sun appear in the 
dusty twilight of the empty streets, they are the lions 
of disaster, of catastrophe, of change 


The mist of the earthquake fills the valley like a white fog, 
the waves of white haze flow up in a dust cloud, it is 
a thick dust and filmy with a strange aura in the 
bright gray light that fills the overcast day, a winter 
day in the Caribbean 


and the lead green hills around seem to shake, the ground 
itself is moving, it is like being on a ship's deck, on 
the roof of a car that’s being driven across a field, it 
is like a man raising himself up as you stand on top 
of him 


the sky dips into the ground, the ground slams up to you, 
the world tilts like a plane banking, it flows and 


stamps like a small boat in surf, there is a fog of grit 
all through the air that tastes like chalk 


the waves are inside the earth, the sea that the city floated 
on is itself drawn away, removed like a tablecloth 
dragged out from under a place setting 


the city is dragged off the table's edge, the ground itself is 
the cloth gathering up, the earth is poured out from 
under the buildings the streets and squares, the 
houses are poured out from under the people 


Columns walls falling across sunlight, floors buckling and 
splitting, buildings of concrete and steel smashing 
like stacks of dropped plates, whole apartment 
buildings smashed like china, the pieces scattered 
around 


The ground is moving underneath the city, the ground is 
still and the sky is turning upside down, the buildings 
are tense, there was a heavy explosion somewhere in 
the earth and the city is trying to flee trembling like 
bottles on a tray, the acrobat buildings are about to 
fall off the ground's trapeze, the buildings are skaters 
losing their balance, but the ice is breaking anyway 


Window sill blind sway floor smash crawling dirt grip wall 
roots scrape rocks blood flow of stones pouring metal 
pipes twisted burning ceiling shirt ripped fire smoke 
eyelids throat of dirt dead wood arm leg wood face 
of fire thirst 


face of burnt tar legs of crushed stone hanging arm like a 
twig torn open chest torn open stomach leg bent at 
the knee the wrong way like a straw skin tingling 
with ants staring eyes with beetle leg red veins 
staring into the sun pond of blood 


split open face of the city broken windshield of the city the 
gutters of roads streaming with crowds hemorrhage 
crowds 


desert floor city of blue sky burnt into fissures cracked in 
the furnace of catastrophe hurricane wind of ground 
swell breaking waves of split up roads cars plowed to 
the side face of windshield slashed by the dropped 
balcony railing, building facades collapsed like a 
dead drunk's forehead lying in their vomit of bright 
window shards of upchucked cinder blocks and white 
dust 


screams of the city cries of the city stunned bruise 
throbbing mind of the crowds floating in partial 
amnesia, mind like a drilled tooth in collapsing 
fatigue, they have never felt like this before they 
cannot go on with this they cannot see to the end of 
this, bring them up out of this pit where the world has 
fallen, bring them up out of this ditch 


Where are the hands that might be extended to them, where 
are the hands that reach out, where is the help? the 
entire blue sky, the lead green hills around, the deep 
horizon reaching out to the Caribbean to the gulf 
streams of the Atlantic, there is no help anywhere 


When I am tired and thirsty how miserable I am, and when 
I haven't slept how miserable I am, when I have not 
been able to wash or to use a proper bathroom how 
miserable I am, how the world is a vice that presses 
in on me, how the minutes and the hours are like 
dirty water like an aluminum shovel under my head 
like brick dust in my mouth, how other men and 
women are like shadows are mere images 


when IJ am tired and thirsty, when I am dirty and exhausted 
how miserable I am, and when even a small part of 
my body hurts in a small way how troubling it is, 
how I cannot get away from even the slightest pain, 
even the smallest injury 


But now there are some who have not drunk water or slept 
or washed in days, who have not eaten who are 
exhausted beyond the worst that I have ever been, 
now there are some who do not have only some small 
pain or minor injury but rather their arms and legs are 
mangled, their bones are broken their skin is abraded 
torn burnt, they have joints twisted and crushed they 
have infections that swell with pus 


How important it is for me when I am sick even a little that 
I be able to go to a doctor, but here there are not 
enough doctors and those who are injured have no 
one to help them, there are bones that cannot be set, 
there are burns that cannot have bandages, that 
cannot have water that cannot have pain killers and 
burns are the most painful of wounds 


When I love someone how much I want to protect them 
from all harm from all pain or injury, how I would do 
anything to help them if they were hurt or sick, when 
I love someone how fragile their body seems to me 
and how I want to hold the entire world away from 
them so that they would never be harmed 


and yet here so many see their loved ones dead lying in 
ditches stretched in the dirt lying in the road and 
there the day burns down on them their uncovered 
bodies lie exposed, their arms spread wide, their 
faces twisted in the pain which was their last 
moments 


Such great stretches of devastation, buildings of five stories 
made of poured concrete reinforced with steel their 
walls exploded into dust spray, streets are turned up 
like tar paper roofing ripped off, a building caved in 
as though stepped on by a giant boot, another 
apartment house is crushed in on one side the way 
one crumples a soda can 


Where is everyone, the wind is pushing huge cumuli along 
like handfuls of froth skimmed up, radiant clouds 
towering like marble falling into themselves and 
rising up from nothing, all in silence, a sea spray of 
wind and lemon light, gulls circling in patterns, 
black in the sun glare, other birds like scraps of paper 


There are oily looking pillars of black smoke from fires 
here and there in the distance, and a white smoke 
hangs over the hills 


The shacks on the hillside in a poor neighborhood are 
razed, it looks like the excavation site of an ancient 
city, whole sections have become archeological ruins 
in one hour, in an instant history has turned back to 
its origin before any possible story, and yet it has not 
really turned back 


there are groups of people moving along the roadside in the 
dirt, their heads down as though they were uncertain 
of the ground under them 


in places the earth is torn up the way a heart surgeon tears 
up a chest, roadside fields like torn open rib cages, 
roads like faces ripped by shrapnel, roads like 
arteries gaping, serum of human bodies, clots of 
debris piles, scabs of burning buildings streaming 
with black smoke cut through by orange flames 


at the very end of a street of gray stone walls there is an 
empty facade -- is it a church? -- that is like the open 
door of a furnace, intense fire within it 


Is there a war, is there a war on the earth? and yet what is at 
war with men and with women, what is at war with 
children wandering disoriented and screaming, their 
arms held out? 


Piles of stones and bricks, an entire bedroom almost intact 
lies exposed to the blue sky, a red coverlet on the 
bed, there are packs of dogs wandering, there are 
people running here and there shouting pointing 
waving, some stand around doing nothing 


there is a woman with thick braided hair, firm beautiful 
arms, Asian cheekbones, a broad flat nose, African 
lips full like the sections of an orange, skin like 
amber and dark honey, and the oval eyes of the 
Europeans 


there is a woman lying amid the pieces of a floor broken 

up, a blue gray dust as thick as flour is over her arms 
and on her face, her braided hair is covered with it, 
she seems to be swimming through a surf of crushed 
white stone, she is the only survivor of the room that 
has collapsed around her, that she is crawling out of, 
as she looks up into the camera, as she looks up into 
my face your face 


in another photograph there is a human _ hand in the left 
lower corner of the picture, there is nothing else, 
there is a large stone near it, the camera itself sits on 
the bare ground, there is debris from a wall, there is a 
brown bag of some kind and there is a blue shirt on 
the ground, the person cannot be seen but the hand is 
there 


it is the hand of a man -- middle-aged, slender, dark brown 
-- covered with gray dust and bits of a brick wall, 
who was this man, what was his name, what was his 
history, a world was in this man's head, a world of 
landscapes and of places and times, a confluence of 
stories intermingling like the gulf stream itself, the 
stories of the entire globe of human beings 


for if we could follow out every thread of this history and 
all the branchings of it, the whole system of streams 
would carry us around the world like the gulf stream 
itself, like the deepest currents in the ocean 


and if we could hear the voices that were in this memory 
this mind and the voices in their minds and the voices 
in theirs, we would hear the voices of the entire 
world 


and now this mind is over with, it is gone, it will never 
come back in the entire future history of life on earth, 
this hand will never move again, this face will never 
again be seen, this voice will never again be heard 
speaking the French of the island of Haiti 


There are storefronts with eyes torn out, open skulls gaping 
the brains exposed their faces smashed in their teeth 
in shatters of glass like breakers of crushed ice 
spewed over the sidewalk, where a draught of brown 
rats streams through scattering 


the palm trees pulse like hearts they tick like clocks behind 
a black iron fence, the colonial building behind has 
fallen in on itself, the roof collapsed in three places, a 
row of white boxes like frosted cakes set out, the 
palm trees washing the air that moves them, the hills 
in the background flowing low and lead colored, the 
roofs have collapsed as though someone had broken 


them like crackers into a cup of soup, like white 
crumbly biscuits 


the white sidewalk in the foreground, the black lamppost, 
how the people stand around looking almost normal, 
walking by as though it were an ordinary day, and 
yet each one of them knows those who are dead who 
died yesterday who died this morning last night who 
will die this afternoon, whose lives have just 
disappeared from the earth and will never again be 
known there, whose faces will never again be seen 


A young man in light blue jeans is carried by four others, 
his white shirt is stained with a deep red at one 
shoulder and along his collar, the precise planes in 
his face, the high cheekbones the broad flat nose, are 
absolutely noble 


there is a crimson gash over his left eye, he cries out in pain 
and asks to be set back down onto the street that is 
gritty with white powder where now his right hand -- 
long slender fingers like those of an artist -- is resting 


a woman of twenty-five in black shorts and a pink satin 
blouse lies across the trunk of a car, a young man 
scoops up her legs and bare feet, the soles are dusty, 
she is dazed and floppy as though she were dizzy 
drunk 


inside a garage five men are lying on the concrete floor, 

how long has it been since they have had any water 
to drink, how long has it been since they have had 
any food, how long has it been that this one who lies 
with legs apart both knees flat on the floor his two 
feet pointing limply in opposite directions his dark 
blue pants soaked with blood below the knees so that 
they seem to be painted with brown paint how long 


has this man been like this, and these others with 
him, and this one woman who is holding a small 
child to her chest looking around exhausted worried 
her mind spinning with terror her heart jumping at 
the slightest sound, how long have these people been 
miserable like this, who has let this happen, how 
many of them will be dead by the end of the day the 
week the month the year, who has let this happen 


on another street a father carries his daughter away from 
the collapsed building, she is a girl of about ten, her 
thin arms are around his shoulders, her legs are 
around his waist, she buries her face against his 
shoulder, and his arms are thick and muscular and he 
carries her easily, but the strain of worry is in his face 
and you can feel the fear in both of them 


How great the love of the father for the daughter, how 
tormented with fear and anxiety, how he would like 
to push the entire world away from her small body, 
how the chaotic and half destroyed city swarms with 
dangers of every kind, each one of which he can 
easily foresee, so few of which she knows anything 
about 


How much he loves her, what will become of this girl you 
wonder, why do they not have more help? who has 
let this go on, who has let this happen? 


And I see one young girl of about fifteen in the pleated old- 
fashioned skirt of a traditional high school, a white 
cotton blouse, a dark blue tie with a white stripe 
across it, it is the uniform of the school that she 
attends, and yet the stripe is her own unique touch, 
and I think will this girl be dead in a few days in a 
few weeks of an infection, of a skull fracture from a 
caved in roof, will this girl be dead in a few months 


of dehydration or dysentery, will this girl be raped 
and killed in a few months a few weeks a few days 
by bands of looters or by soldiers from this country 
or from that country? 


And yet here she is now alive fifteen sixteen seventeen 
years old, she does a little pirouette around, her arms 
spread wide as though to say, Look at it all, in 
wonder in amazement, her tie flaps as she turns, she 
is slim and graceful, how beautiful she is, this one 
unknown girl who yet does in fact have a name, and I 
wonder what it could be, who has a father and a 
mother, and I wonder where they are, who has a 
history and a language, a living mind and body, who 
has a future and a destiny, but what is that destiny 
and how long is that future? 


The people come out slowly from the rubble along the 
street, the gutted buildings have chunks of debris 
before them and the men and women are covered 
with white dust and gray dust, but now there is 
something amazing 


someone is handing out water in bottles, someone is 
handing out medicine in packages, someone is 
handing out lunches in small white boxes, someone 
is handing out soap and white towels 


and now someone is loading medical equipment onto a 
cargo plane, three men work together wearing bright 
blue uniforms with orange tea shirts, wearing gray 
uniforms with yellow trim, wearing ochre field 
jackets with black trousers, they hand large heavy 
boxes to each other stacking them in the bay of the 
aircraft, they check the fastenings on their gear and 
portable equipment, they stand in straight rows hands 
behind their back taking instructions, they haul 


yellow plastic lockers of supplies onto dollies and 
drag them across the bright airfield toward the plane, 
it takes five men to move one of them 


they are loading the air craft in Venezuela the aircraft in 
England the air craft in Taiwan the aircraft in Los 
Angeles, and the British men have pale angular faces 
they are quiet and grave, and the Venezuelan men 
have rounded faces they are talking and energetic, 
and the Taiwanese men have quiet thoughtful faces 
they are orderly and calm, and the American men 
have athletic determined faces they are moving 
forcefully across the tarmac 


someone is treating a woman who has fainted at an 
emergency shelter, the medic supports the back of 
her head and another takes her pulse, they are careful 
and precise, efficient and knowledgeable 


someone has pulled a young man from the collapsed hotel 
where he was trapped for 11 days, he is lying on an 
aluminum stretcher, there is a plastic oxygen mask 
on his face secured by a dark green band, an iv tube 
in one arm, a monitor clipped to one of his fingers, 
his clothes are covered with white dust, he is still 
alive now but what will he be in a week in a month 
in a year? why is there not more help, who has 
allowed this to go on? 


It is night and the tents are pitched in the field on the edge 
of the city, the darkness cannot be seen through, it is 
like deep water, the rectangles of the tents are like 
tiles walling out the blackness of the field that 
stretches out formless into the beyond of the tropical 
night, the feeling of the sea is everywhere, it is like is 
a kind of restlessness 


there are small lights that illuminate the low maze of tents 
making their wedge-like openings amber and dim 
yellow, there is the smell of cigarette smoke 
sometimes, there is a flashlight beaming across, and 
mysteriously now there is laughter and even more 
mysterious still it is contagious laughter, and there 
are couples together very quietly in this tent and in 
that one and wry comments about it or shouted 
comments coarse and insulting with squalls of 
profanity and some fights just barely avoided, but for 
that everyone 1s too tired 


there are soft voices and some cries low and continuous of 
women or of old men moaning in discomfort in pain 
— real, severe -- and nothing to be done except the 
soothing voice of a daughter or of a son-in-law, there 
is the scream of a child every now and then, sharp 
and strident tearing through the dark's fabric 


and the tent bandages shift slightly in the darkness, the 
body of humanity tries to heal itself in its still fevered 
rest, and far overhead the stars are numerous, the 
constellations shine clear and very low, as though 
one could reach up to touch them 


How many people are gathered here now, thousands and 
thousands, and their voices low and restless troubled 
worried fill up the amphitheater of the silence all 
around, something is being prepared here, everyone 
can feel this but no one knows what it will be, 
something is being set in motion here, everyone can 
feel this, but no one can say where it will lead 


but there is exhaustion , heavy as dust, as well, there is 
pain and thirst and fatigue, so much that one could 
never sleep, so great that one could never stay awake, 
and in fact at last everyone does sleep, the night 


takes in the sleepers in their tents, the stars move 
over them infinitely far away yet seeming to be very 
close, the wind from the sea is steady low and fresh, 
strength builds up among the people slowly despite 
everything 


And then it is morning, the sun of the deepest waters is 
born far in the depths of the sky, the sun fills the sky 
but it does so very slowly, and molten aluminum 
pours through the strips of burnt paper that are the 
palm trees 


the palm trees stroke the sun's face, their mop heads wash 
the sky's window, but it will not yet come clean, 
bright clouds float in their soapy pail 


people in the bright new sunlight are crowding, they are 
wearing red shirts and blue, they are wearing the 
bright colors of their island, they are crowding 
around, they are feeling a new strength building up 
inside of them, it is something new and yet it is very 
old, it is something that no one understands and yet it 
is something that all can understand 


the people in the bright sunlight are crowding, they are 
crowding in the streets and in the plazas, in the 
courtyards and in the alleyways, they are crowding 
on the steps of the public buildings, on the steps of 
the university and in front of the police stations and 
in front of the office buildings down town and in 
front of the banks 


they are crowding in front of the presidential palace, the 
wind from the sea is building up with them, the palm 
trees overhead move and pulse like hearts beating, 
like clocks ticking, the sky streams with light, the 
surging of the crowds has the feeling of the sea and 


of the wind that flows through the plazas and the 
streets through the corridors of the city through the 
alleys and the squares the parks and the courtyards, 
through the places where business is done and the 
places where decisions are considered, the places of 
the people as they come out of their tents and into the 
new city that is opening up in front of them 


the people in the bright sunlight are crowding, they are 
wearing red shirts and dresses, they are wearing 
white and blue and green, they are wearing the colors 
of their island, their land, their world 


and in another street the people are crowding restless, 
waiting for help that has not come yet and that will 
not be coming, and what has come so far has not 
been nearly enough and even now some of it has 
gone back to the untouched countries beyond the 
horizon, the horizon that is strangely bright, the sky 
that is strangely blue 


and in another street the people are crowding milling 
around restless and waiting hungry thirsty and tired, 
the lampposts stand straight and untouched like 
some upright sticks left after a fire, and the people 
standing around waiting are like the charred 
remnants of a fire 


the house has collapsed all around them the buildings have 
fallen in the way that logs fall into themselves, and 
these people are the charred cinders left at the 
bottom, they exist in an intense knowledge now, it is 
like an aura that is all around them 


Some walk past flowing through the square quickly as 
though on a march, and yet where are they going, 
there is nowhere to go, the fire that is burning here 


takes up everything, the fire that is burning here has 
become everything, it is this entire place itself, it is 
the streets that twist into each other, torn with cracks 
and fissures, half buried under quarries full of stone 
and concrete, it is the split apart buildings like calved 
icebergs, the blaze that is the lead green hills hazing 
with sunlight the cumuli high above like columns of 
marble falling silently, the fire that is here has 
become everything, it screams up through the empty 
alleyways where there are only dogs, it cries out from 
the smashed storefronts from the open lips of the 
parched faces shouting up into the sky for water for 
the medicine that does not come for the bandages 
that are not there for the sutures the syringes the 
clean dressings and the antiseptic, and the fire that is 
here is invisible all around these survivors these 
charred remnants 


see them walking through it, see how some of them open 
their arms wide as though greeting someone, some of 
them walking down the crowding streets opening 
their arms wide just to feel that they are alive, it is a 
nearly horrifying gesture and yet they do it anyway 


some of them open their arms wide embracing the light 
that fills the empty spaces of the streets the court 
yards the public squares the plazas, the light that is 
all around them that is not part of the fire, the light 
that is all around them that is separate from the fire 


The light that is all around them fills them with a different 
splendor, how beautiful they are these charred 
remnants of people, these proven and hardened in the 
fire that is surging all around, that rages up from the 
mouths of the tortured men and women, that rages up 
from the babies dying of dehydration and dysentery, 
that rages up from the shanty towns shimmering 


beneath a crust of blinding aluminum, but the dark 
people the strong people the great people burned 
black and hardened in the fire walk through it 


they are walking through the fire they are opening their 
arms wide they are embracing the light instead, the 
light that is not part of the fire that is burning all 
around them, it is almost intolerable to see, they do it 


anyway 
And I am coming to see you 


I am coming to see you in the destroyed city in the streets 
of rubble in the emergency clinics and 


I am coming to see you in the field of tents in the shanty 
town of tin shacks that now is just a vast junk yard 


And I am coming to see you in the remnants of buildings 
where you congregate avoiding bands of looters 
avoiding bands of soldiers, and Iam coming to see 
you in the public squares seething with crowds 
seething with anger 


For the awakening of the entire people, all souls of the 
people all bodies of the people all minds of the 
people, I am speaking to you 


For the awakening of the entire people, all souls of the 
people all bodies of the people all minds of the 
people, I am writing to you 


For the awakening of the entire people, all souls of the 
people all bodies of the people all minds of the 
people, I am sending you this message 


I am writing to you from a distant country, it is not very far 
away and yet it is very far 


I am writing to you from a distant country, from where I 


am seeing you, watching you, hearing about you 


I am writing to you from a distant country, it is where I am 
waiting for some news of you, waiting to find out 
about you, waiting for your story 


AFTERWORD 
Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . During the recent 
effort to publish his rather extensive work, we had 
occasion to discuss aspects of his past and current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 


purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social 
understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 


if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


What were you trying to do in the Haiti poem in 
particular? 


I wrote the poem in January and February of 2010, shortly 
after the disaster happened. I got my information from the 
internet, all of the scenes described were things I saw on 
youtube. It was a kind of direct and spontaneous reaching 
out to these people. I think it expresses the paradox of the 
modern citizen, enabled to know of things with great 
immediacy, but unable to do anything. And yet perhaps that 
is not completely the case. 
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